gloomy face up there ... it gives me the creeps.   Come, dear Petka
Let's go back.   The Professor will be waiting for us."
Petka, as though aroused from a trance, suffered himself to be led down
the spiral stone steps, across the dim church and out into the fresh air. He
was trembling as though roused from a nightmare. Polina squeezed his
arm sympathetically, and began to talk about parachute-jumping. She
must get his mind on to sane everyday matters,
" Petka, you've got your parachute-jumper's badge, haven't you ?
I'm going to try for mine before the season is over. Tell me how do you
get out of the spin ? One of our girls has worked out a method of her own.
She starts to fall with her legs straight and hands at her side. When she
goes into a spin she coils herself into a ball and turns a quick somersault.
Then die throws out both arms and legs sharply and the spin stops. She
tried it from a glider* Do you think that's a good way ? How do you
doit?"
Petka with an effort pulled himself together to answer her normally,
and by the time they arrived back at Favorsky's home the colour had
returned to his cheeks and he seemed himself again. Polina hoped that the
Professor wouldn't notice something had gone wrong.
It was time to go home now. The rain was still dripping ceaselessly.
Favorsky and his daughter held a whispered consultation about something
and then the daughter came forward with a present for Polina.
It was a small carving of a woman holding a baby. She was roughly
hewn out of a single piece of wood, painted and varnished. She wore a
yellow dress with a bustle and round her shoulders a dark shawl.
u It's a local product/' said Favoisky, smiling* "Made by a very
aged local {peasant entirely on his own initiative. It is like no other local
carving I have seen. Perhaps it is the beginning of a new type of toy.
You see the woman's costume* No Russian peasant ever wore such
clothes. He must have remembered some fine lady who lived here in
his childhood/'
AH the Favorsky family came to the door to see them off, smiling and
waving greetings until they were out of sight.
" Mamma/* said Polina that evening as the Pavlovs were taking tea
round the table, w I don't think Petka ought to be left alone much just
iKiw. He's still awfiiily upset If he won't leave the Professor and come
and }iv$ here with us, or stay with the Kravchenko's, couldn't someone g$
and stay at their flat with them ? They need someone to look after them*
Not just food and mending, We can see to that, can't we ? But som
about so they don't keep remembering poor Madame Borodiaa every
tliey come into an empty flat"
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